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^ DELPHI. 

o 

<^^^ Far from the travelled paths of wandering men, 

^ By many an upland hid and tangled glen, 

In Phocian soil, a spacious valley lay. 
Here, long ago, when gods kept holiday, 
Dryads with Fauns wont sport, while frolic Pan 
Would lead his satyrs dancing, as he ran, 
With gambol and with caper and with song. 
Here no rude shepherd drove his flock along, 
Fleet foot of hurrying hunter came not here. 
But all was mirth and riot year to year. 
Down by the reeds or through the woods they went, 
Past trees they leaped, or rushes wild that bent 
Their tufted heads with wonder : or at night 
Carolled for joy, and glad in dark's despite, 
With loud remembered laughter thronged the dale. 
Far back the mountains hold the wayward gale, 
Fend every wind, save what the Zephyrs bear 
With quiet breath through summer-$cent^ air, 



l?.Mito'\ 



#*' 










The silver olives glimmer in the plain, 
The living green shoots forth and stays again 
As some rough boulder checks it : not a stone 
But mossy is, or with soft sedge o'ergrown. 
Behind the valley huge Parnassus high 
Uprears his head and climbs against the sky : 
But not so vast, like arms, on either side, 
Eastward and Westward stretch, with circuit wide, 
The Gleaming Spurs outbranching, glassed below 
Where Castaly's calm waters seaward flow 
'Ere Pleistus joins in one their sister streams. 
But sheer in front to catch the noontide beams 
Stands, less majestic, Cirphis : far away, 
Through mountain clefts, the blue Corinthian Bay, 
Virgin as yet and smitten by no oar. 
Rolls the faint murmur of the breakers' roar. 

Hither at first flush of Aurorian flame 
Over the gilded hills Apollo came. 
Radiant he came, the young lord of the dawn, 
With godlike face of glory : yet not drawn 
By yok^d lions in triumphal car. 
No host heroic followed from afar 
Nor minstrels bare him escort : none to say 
"Apollo comes," nor speed the victor's way. 
Like man he marched, though of no mortal sire 



Bright offspring, unproclaimed, save when a lyre, 

With silver cord about his shoulders twined, 

Sighed a melodious rumour down the wind I 

So lithe, so light, so radiant sped the god — 

In every place Apollo's footstep trod 

The swaying grass put on a fresher green. 

And softer fell between the banks, between 

The ledges bulrush-brimmed, the mossy rills. 

Last by the spring he stayed, and through the hills 

Rang out a pealing summons — ** Where are ye, 

Trophonius, Agamedes ? not for me 

Thessaly once your laggard feet delayed I 

Or have these hills so huge a barrier made 

To unaccustomed steps and voyage slow ? " 

But swift those twin Thessalians from below 

Broke at the sounding challenge : not alone. 

For Nymphs had heard, and Fauns, that mighty tone, 

And through the glen they trooped in wonder lost, 

Satyrs and Dryads and the various host, 

From hill and plain. Pan's easy empire swayed. 

So strangely echoed through the alien glade 

The unfamiliar voice and speech divine ! 

But mute, but awestruck now, in solemn line, 
In solemn line along the valley set. 
The numerous army listens : but not yet 
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Apollo heeds their gaze, and with the twain 

Marched he with step sublime, where huge and plain 

Amid the rocks there showed a massy stone. 

And ever from its face a thin smoke blown 

Trembled upon the air and swooned away. 

And by the stone he bade the heroes lay 

Leaves upon leaves, and what of branch or bough, 

Sapling or tender tree, they brought but now 

Hitherwards from their journey over land. 

So upon stones firm-based, at his command. 

And crowned with stones the gradual altar rose. 

And round about they raised a sacred close 

With trellis branches hedged. And as they build 

Apollo called the Nymphs and Fauns and thrilled 

The hills and hollow valley with a song. 

But with the noon they ceased, and o'er the throng 

Of wondering Nymphs he gazed and pondered long 

As who a priestess sought : then sudden took 

A virgin of chaste mien and reverent look. 

Wearily swam her eyes : like one she seemed 

Who has of strange, forgotten regions dreamed, 

Visions beheld, of none beheld before. 

Or peered into deep lakes and learned their lore ; 

By rivers slept, and had for lullaby 

The light wind's whisper and the Zephyr's sigh. 






Daphne her sisters called her ; to his side 
Silent she came as thus Apollo cried : 

" O dwellers in a dim, deep-bosomed vale, 
Or whether from the mountain or the dale, 
From oozy lakes or mossy glens ye be, 
Or from the rivers rising, hearken me I 
Behold me, how a god, yet not as they 
With pomp I come, to break your holiday ! 
Not to make mute your pipes, or stay your song, 
Nor breathe harsh silence all your hills along. 
With laughter intermitted^ — ^nay, to me 
Your songs shall rise and hymns of jubilee ! 
Henceforward ye shall know me for your King ; 
And ye shall bear me yearling lambs and bring 
Bullocks unyoked, and steers for sacrifice. 
Thrice weave the dance and lead the victim thrice 
About the altar garlanded with bays, 
Lip-service and knee-worship, prayer and praise — 
But lo ! across the levels of my brain 
Gathers a mightier host, the laden train 
Of Greeks to do allegiance to my sway ; 
And by their new hands dug the Sacred Way 
Streams with barbaric splendour : laboured gold. 
Rich gems and carven jewels, wealth untold. 
From drowsy East they bring, from South and North. 
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My wide imagination shadows forth 
Columns of sculptured marble, fanes afire 
And gorgeous with my sunset : dome and spire 
Of high-roofed temples gleaming, porticoes 
That flash me back my sunbeams : and by those 
In my prophetic mind pale suppliants rise, 
With laurel-shaded brows and downcast eyes, 
Processions white : and hollow trumpets blown 
In silver speech before. — But from the stone 
Oracular, where swims the upward steam, 
My priestess shall sway Hellas with a dream ! 
For to her midnight chamber will I sweep, 
Murmur strange secrets in her ears asleep. 
Shed flame across her eyelids, that she see 
Truth through her fiery visions, truth in me ! 
So shall she give men life and light to learn 
Themselves to know, and dying, in her turn 
Hand on the flame's eternal heriti^e 
From singer unto singer, age to age ! 
For not till hills lie level with the plain, 
Till rivers, mixed and mingled with the main. 
Swirl up the vale, and over our hill-home 
The sea rides and the great white horses foam 
With waste of sweeping waters landward whirled : 
Till mountains high, in direst ruin hurled, 
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Fall headlong, crashing through the splintered cloud, 
With noise of thundering surge and uproar loud : 
Till all the lamps of heaven are whelmed in one. 
The moonlight and the starlight and the sun. 
Till meteors flame and comets bum afar. 
And every constellatibiif^tar by star. 
Flares one stupendous blood-red through the sky, 
Shall name or fame of this my Delphi die ! " 



Parnassus stands with many winters strong : 
Still Pleistus winds his silver tide along 
The valleys old and hills, and still the glen 
Wears its familiar raiment now as when 
Apollo sought its hollows long ago. 
Still do the rivers keep their banks,i and flow 
Within their narrow bounds the mountain streams. 
Ah ! but not now the sacred vapour steams, 
And on no hearth there gleams the holy fire, 
And through the valley sounds no silver lyre. 
Festival pipe or paean : shepherds graze 
Their flocks where virgins worshipped in old days, 
Or where the priestess spoke they have for reign 
The disenchanted ground and soil profane. 
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But O ye Nymphs, O Satjrrs, where are ye ?. 
Has solitude made hush your jubilee ? 
For not by reeds and not by woods ye come. 
And not in valleys leaping ; still and dumb, 
Where long ago with merry strains ye played, 
For all your piping lies each songless glade ! 
O singer of sweet songs, where art thou, Pan ? 
Say, hast thou left thy grove Corycian ? 
Are all thy rites and revels long since done ? 
No longer now thy swart processions run 
Through forests madly dancing : gorges, glens, 
Lie vacant of thy laughter, streams and fens. 

Pitiful vale, O widowed Delphi, mourn. 
Thy rites abandoned and thy shrines forlorn ! 
Apollo haunts no more thy golden clime. 
Though lord of light he could not conquer Time ; 
Night, endless Night, has whelmed the King of Day I 
But through thy fanes dishallowed creeps decay, 
And sadness rules, with gloom, and such like dread 
Heavily lowers, as kings in triumph led 
Feel, surging through the scorn of overthrow, 
Prodigious sorrow, and that direst woe 
Of vast remembered empire and huge sway ! 
Only the cliffs stand round in gaunt array. 
O haven of strange voices and strange sighs 
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With alien lips I greet thee, alien eyes 

Imagine the dim glories of old times ; 

For now no taper column heavenward climbs, 

Or votive pillar glistens : only I 

Hear the lank eagles crying up the sky, 

Or mid the rocks the blithe cicala sing : 

And sometimes mark small birds on random wing 

Sweep empty air where mighty shrines have been. 

Portal or hall, once splendid with the scene 

Famed Polygnotus limned, of Ilion won ! 

Nor in the plain nor on the track there run 

Fleet feet of heroes racing : chariots none 

Upheave the soil and flash their axles by 

The shuddering posts with flame of victory. 

But void of noise, but brimmed with silence lies 

Each ruined space, and lost the longed for prize. 

Withered the laurel on the victor's brow ! 

No goals resound with conflict, only now, 

Above the triumphs won and dusty palm, 

Sorrow majestic broods, eternal calm 1 

No monarchs load thy treasuries with gold 
Nor chiefs with conquest heavy : wealth untold 
Gyges nor Alexander bring not here I 
Not Hellas seeks thine aid, nor year by year 
Thy succour for her colonies invokes. 






14 

Hushed as Dodona with her speechless oaks, 
As Lebadea hushed^ where once his sway 
Trophonius held, forgotten, mute as they 
Unhappy Delphi mourns her fallen fane ! 
In other lands the gods keep pleasant reign, 
In happier hills and fairer valleys hold 
Their half-forgotten rule and lordship old ! 

Pale priestess of dead glories, where art thou ? 
What hand dashed down the fillet from thy brow 
Or violent fingers quenched thine eager breath ? 
For surely not in sleep it came, that death. 
Nor as the easy crown of aged life, 
But like a robber, timeless and with strife ! 
O fiery singer, has it died, thy song ? 
O holy prophet, lives thy message long 7 
Canst raise a sacred war like those of old ? 
But ah 1 long since Apollo's dust lies cold. 
The lord of light and lyre long since is dead. 
Thou, last of all his line, where art thou fled 
Of all his priests and prophets? art thou far 
In some dim region where no mortals are 7 
Or a sown star within the fields divine 
And pastures blue of heaven dost thou shine ? 
But haply, toilless now, thy footsteps range 
The Blessed Isles where comes not any change 
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But Summer dreams unbroken : and there blow 

Lilies more light and white than froth of snow 

Or foam of surging seas when tempests swell. 

The level lawns are lapped in asphodel, 

There drives no blinding sleet, nor slanted hail 

Strikes ; but the winds are dead and laid the gale. 

There holy poets sweep the sounding lyre, 

Songs on their lips and in their eyes a fire, 

Or with brave music build Apollo's fame : 

For never here he comes, as once he came, 

No sudden god steals on thee at midnight 

Or fiery visions haunt ! No holy rite. 

No choral salutation greets thee now ; 

No white procession bears the suppliant bough, 

Nor hymn of praise the holy virgin saith ; 

And not with glowing hands and kindling breath 

Feeds the sick flame and stirs the embers high, 

Or by the altar 'neath the morning sky 

With spilt libations greets the Lord of Day ! 

Dead is delight and gladness fled away, 
Joy is no more, nor song, nor any fame 
Uttered of man ; but as a back-blown flame, 
By Thyiad borne in some mysterious rite. 
Streams in the wind and flares across the night, 
Then sinks in middle glory : and in vain 
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